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Article 7

I Love You?
by Kevin Hendricks
Shifting to second gear, John eased back into the gas and smiled. The
rusty, little car rounded the comer, only minutes from his girlfriend's house.
Finally, a chance to be alone together. With John on the track team and
Jane's position on the student council, this would be one of the few times they
could sit back and relax together.
Thoughts of the future and the possibility of marriage tiptoed into
John's mind, but he pushed them away. "Sure, I could marry Jane, but I
don't wanna think about that now. I just wanna enjoy life and let the future
worry .about itself," John thought as he pushed the accelerator closer to the
floor. This would be a night when both of them could let the future worry.
Pulling into the driveway, John smiled again, rejoicing that Jane's
parents had left for the weekend. Even more, they were overly trusting,
telling John to come on over and keep Jane company. That he intended to do.
Sitting on the edge of the couch, Jane waited in hesitation. John
would be ringing the doorbell any minute. Nervously, she shot up again, and
rushed to the mirror to check her hair. They had been together for several
months and she knew John wouldn't care, but she wanted that night to be
special. She tugged at her skin-tight shirt, and smoothed out her plaid skirt.
She felt that John loved her, that he really cared for her. She played with her
flowing hair, attempting to get the perfect look. John was different from all
the other guys, and Jane wanted him to know it.
The door bell sounded, and Jane's stomach rolled over in delight. A
loving smile appeared on her face as she floated to the door. "Hi, John,
come on in," she welcomed, stepping aside and letting him in.
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"Wow. You look beautiful!" John complimented as his eyes went up
and down her trim figure, hugging every curve.
"Thanks," she replied, blushing slightly. Nervously fidgeting with her
fingers Jane asked, "So what do you want to do, watch TV?"
"Sure," John answered, moving towards the couch. The two relaxed
and John's arm went smoothly around Jane as she reached for the remote.
"Hey... " Jane whispered coyly, with a sparkle in her eye and a
seductive smile. The TV came on and the two sweethearts inched closer.
Jane began flipping through the channels, looking for anything interesting, and
John's hand rested warmly on her leg. Her hand soon joined his, and their
eyes met.
"I love you, John.
"I love you too," he replied, his eyes staring at her voluptuous figure.
He drew her closer and their lips met, sending self-control out the window.
They kissed slowly and passionately, and John's hand moved up and down
those silky legs. Her arms wrapped around him and his eyes followed his
hands up and down the legs, above where the skirt ended, and over the
stomach and breasts. Their lips met again and the search for an interesting
TV show was long forgotten.
Lying on her back, Jane hugged her boyfriend, enjoying the feel of his
strong hands on her body. She loved John. She could always tum to him
when she had a problem; he was always there. His hands drifted up and
caressed the pretty face. And he loved her too. She was willing to do
anything for him. She smiled with pleasure as the buttons on her shirt came
undone and her thoughts narrowed to her own physical paradise.
The time and his mother's wish for him to be home before too late
were completely forgotten as John ran his hands along those thighs and pulled
the shirt from that eye-catching body. The only thing on John's mind was
pure pleasure and the feel of such an angelic body in his hands.
The two sweethearts rolled around on the couch, lips entwined, clothes
off. They had never gone this far before, but what harm could it do?
Pleasureful moans came from the couple, almost drowning out the belting
preacher on the forgotten TV. The future was indeed worrying about itself.
II
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Lying back on his bed John relaxed. So what was the big deal about
sex anyway? He'd just discovered that it was more than enjoyable, and there
weren't any drawbacks. "What a great life," he thought, "Track star,
beautiful girlfriend, and now a respectable man. Things couldn't be better."
Jane's head hit her pillow, but sleep didn't come. So this was what
she had been missing out on for so long. She'd often heard her friends
talking about sleeping with their boyfriends, but now she could tell her own
stories. "It's not like sex is bad or anything," she thought smiling. "I kinda
like it. Who needs virginity anyway?"
The two sweethearts sat in grim silence. His face contorted as if in
pain, he turned to Jane and asked, "Are you sure about this?"
Nodding silently, Jane stared blankly at the empty, white wall. "It's
the only option," she mumbled after a moment of silence.
"Yeah, I suppose it's the best answer," John replied sighing. Resting
his elbows on his knees, John stared at the floor wondering if it really was the
best answer.
A plump woman in white came through the heavy doors with a clip
board in her hand. "Jane? It's time. Come with me, dear," she invited in
a warm, soothing voice.
Reluctantly, Jane stood to her feet and looked back at John in
hesitation. Her hand fell to her stomach as she followed the nurse in silence.
John stood and watched her go in silence; not knowing how to react, his
stomach tied in knots. The door swung shut behind her, and John slowly
sank back into the chair. He stared blankly at the floor, still not believing
what had happened.
Sitting in the cold, metal chair, Jane signed the last form, and the
nurse began the procedure. A tear rolled down Jane's cheek as the lifethreatening suck of the machine filled the tiny room. Within minutes it was
allover. The nurse rested her hand on Jane's shoulder as she wiped the tears
from her eyes. A false sense of relief slowly came over her.
The two sweethearts walked out of the abortion clinic hand in hand,
both feeling assured that their future was no longer in danger. But there
would always be those lingering doubts. The ride home was a silent one,
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Jane staring out the window, lost in contemplation, John's eyes cemented to
the road, watching the yellow lines slip by, one at a time. But they were
there for each other.
"Hi, John, come in," Jane greeted, smiling as she opened the door
wider and let John in.
"You look beautiful!" he replied, letting his eyes wander up and down
her body.
"Oh, shut up!" Jane answered laughing, almost embarrassed to be in
sweats. The two plopped down on the couch, hand in hand, and the TV came
on. Flipping through the channels, Jane finally stopped on the news.

"... a sad story of love gone wrong. The two high school sweethearts
met nearly every weekend during their freshman year of college, but this past
weekend things turned deadly. The 18 year old girl was pregnant and the two
met at a cheap hotel. The 19 year old boyfriend helped deliver the baby, and
together they brutally strangled it. The police found the lifeless body of the
baby in a dumpster behind the hotel. The two will be arraigned tomorrow on
charges of murder ... " the news droned on, but Jane and John had been riveted

to the story. When it was over they turned to each other in shock.
"I can't believe that," Jane whispered in a deathly tone.
"Neither can I," John answered. "That's so sick."
"I can't believe two people could have a child like that and just murder
it," Jane responded. John mumbled something back, shaking his head.
After a silent pause, John's hand rested on Jane's stomach and their
eyes met. "Do we go down to the clinic again tomorrow?" John asked. Jane
merely nodded, astonished to think they had just been there not six months
ago. Jane sighed and picked up the remote, wondering how two people could
possibly kill a defenseless child. But the thought slipped away as John's lips
found hers, and the future was forced to worry about itself.
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